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a sigh, “ once could I exclaim 
with confidence, whenever I clos- 
ed my eyes to sleep, ** Protect me, 
ye guardian angels !” but now I 
can neither pray, nor close my 


eyes insleep. Oh, that I could 


relieve this anguish with tears !” || 


The dogs barked. Rinaldo 
threw off his cloak, and starting 
The dogs 
Sprang furiously wpon a man, but 
Rinaldo callled them back, ap- 
proached the stranger, and beheld 


up, seized his pistols. 


a venerable old man, wit! silver- 
ed hair and beard, and dressed in 
a brown great coat. His right 





hand held a staff ; in his left was | 
a lantern, with the light extin- | 
guished ; and a little dog anxious- | 
ly leaped about him. “ Who are | 
you ?” said Rinaldo, as soon as 
he had quieted his dogs. 


Tam known,” said he, “ by | 
the name of the Old Man of Orio. | 
lo-hill, 


adjacent territories, 


and am come from the | 
| 
where, ac- | 


cording to my custom, I have | 
° * ° | 
been procuring provisions, with | 


which lam returning to my her- | 
mitage. But the wind has ex- | 
tinguished my lamp; and if lam | 
not mistaken, though I know the | 
country pretty well, F have got 
out of my road. Permit me to 


light my lamp, and I shail pre- | 





sently find up vai Good wight. 
* Old mall, ; 
do you look so earnestly at me ?” 









Old man—-I am glad to have 
found you by this fire, and to 
have an opportunity to light my 
lamp. Red 

Rinaldo—And who do you take 
me to be ? 

Old man—To know, or not to 
know you, is to me indifferent. 
The knowledge ef men is no long- 
er interesting to me. 

Rinoldo—I am unfortunate. 

Old man—I am sorry for you. 

Rinaldo—My fate has compell- 
ed me to wander among the val- 
lies of the Appenines ; and Rinal- 
dini, the famous robber, renders 


these regions very dangerous. 


Old man—’Tis true. 

Rinaldo—I fear that cruel man. 

Old man—Cruel ! ’Tis said he 
deserves not that reproach. I have 
myself twice applied to him for 
favours. I was desirous of hav- 
ing a letter of protection for my 
little cottage. 

Rinaldo—Do not deceive your. 


self regarding him. 


Old man—'Tis of little conse- 
quence. The few yearsI have 
to live he may rob me of when 
The debt 


of mature must one day be paid. 


the Almighty pleases. 
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If he set fire to my cottage, I can 


build another ; gold he will not 
find, and if he kill my two goats, 
the farmers of the neighbourhood 
who love me much, will give me 
acouple more. Je it as the Al- 
miglity pleases. 
Rinaldo—Are you in want ? 
Old man—He who has forti- 
tude, feels no want. 
Rinaldo—Permit me to do @ 
a good action—take this purse. 
Old man—I do not chuse to 
contract debts I shall not be able 
Neither have I need of 
Adieu! good night. 


Thus he departed; nor did 
Rinaldo venture to detain him 
longer. He lay down again be- 
neath the tree, and the next time 
the dogs barked, the morning 
dawned, and Cinthio arrived. 


to pay. 
monev. 


Cinthio expostalated with Ri- 
naldo upon his being too fond of 
solitude, and told him that Alta- 
verde said he was in love; upon 
which Rinaldo told him he was. 
said he, * I 


was taking aramble througha 


“Four days ago,” 
small valley, where Icaw a maid. 
Ah! Cinthio, she was an angel. 
She was gathering berries ; I ad- 
and she talked with 


mé as innocence talks with vice. 


dressed her, 


! 
ij 
i 


ae 








| 





| 





t 
| nordo I know who she is, 


was obliged to leave her.—Since 
that time I have never seen her, 
or 


where she lives.” 


After some further conversa- 
tion, Rinaldo silently lay down 
beneath the tree, and went to 
When heawoke, the sun 
was risen, she storm was past,and 
the clouds dispersed, and Cinthio 
had been joined by two mo e of 
their party. They sat with him 
round the fire, and were preparing 
After saluting them, 
and tasting their chocolate, Giro- 
lamo informed him that the 
mules were taken, that they were 
loaded with the baggage of a 
Neapolitan Prince, and were goin 
to Florence. Rinaldo enquired 
if there wag any one killed? Gi- 
rolamo replied,“ The three mu- 
leteers. The rascals might have 
discovered us, and there are more 


sleep. 


chocolate, 


muleteers in the world. Alta- 
verde is dividing the gaan er. Hie 
found this little case in one o: the 


packages, and sends it to you. 


Rinaldo opened it, and beheld 
the portrait of a beautiful girl in 
the habit of a nun, and on the re 
verse that of a young man in unt. 
| form. The setting was not rich. 


but very tasty, 


After having concerted new 
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meusures for.the safety of the 
band, Rinaldo repaired to the 
place where they were all - as- 
sembled, regaling themselves; he 
informed them of the edicts of the 
Repablies of Venice, Genoa, and 
Lucca, and that a price had been 


set upon hishead. They ali ex- 
press e utmost indignation at 


the declaration, and swore eternal 


Biiegiance to him. 
bc Piaatl asi tat 4 
As Rinalio was lying ander a 


e, FPlorilla, an Amazonian of 
op, came up to him, seated 
fby him, and began to clean 


ait. ey | ide 


\ 
“ The price, Captain,” said she, 


“that has been set upon your 
h « not the only cause of your 


dejection. A man like you trem- 
bles not for distant dangers. I 
doubt not the cause is much near- 
er home. I cannot be mistaken, 
the seat of your complaint, I be- 
lieve, is your heart.” “ Doubt- 
less,” replied he, ‘“* many things 


o! s me there.” “* Haif a 
**, , 
vear 199,” said she. “ I was fooi- 


ishly in love with vou.” “ With 
‘< I 


thought you must have perceived 


me ” exclaimed Rinaldo. 


it,” returned she. As she said 
this, she threw down the pistols, 


and arose. * J] absolutely tho’t,” 


“that I must be the 


a 
ABduce she, 








rr oe 


Sy 
Captain’s sweethesrt,” and thus 


saying, the left him. 


Rinaldo’s eyes pursued her 
steps. He then arose ‘rom his 
uneasy resting place, and imme- 
diately gave the signal appointed 


for calling his people together. 


“ It is my Mtention,” said he 
*o them, “ to remove to thie 
mountains of Albonigo. You will 
therefore strike your tents, cal] in 


your outposts, and at night, halt 


| in the valley of St. James’s Cha- 


To-morrow, at noon, you 


pal. 


_ will be in the plains of the Four 
_ Hills of La Cera. If my plan 
“succeeds, we shall strike a bold 


stroke.” 


Upon this, they all huzzaed for 


_joy, and packed up their baggage. 


' What rovt Rinaldo intended to 





take, no man knew. 


He took his guitar in his hand 
and accompanied by two dogs, 
went to the spot whither the old 
man was gone the preceding eve- 
ning. Ele found him near ‘his 
cottage, and after several enqu: 
ries by the old man, and embar-. 
rassments on each side, he agreed 
that he 


night. 


might lodge there that 


(T 0 be Conti ed. 7 


— 
ES le er mee - 


foe 


ST aL 


i 











THE WEEKLY VISITOR. 








FOR THE VISITOR. 


eeernve 


ON MEMORY. 
AA Mon® is a faculty of 
iy 


ournature, without which 
we could scarcely be entitled to 
the character of intelligent beings. 
In vain had the powers of ration, 
ation and judgment been bestow- 
edon us if the objects on which 
they were employed, were to 
evanish from our minds as soon 
as they had exercised their opera- 
tion. No improvement could 
take place, if our knowledge were 


confined to the present moment. 


History is the collective me- 
mory of the human species—it 
records the actions of men, and 
the appearances of the visible uni- 
versc—the revolutions of empires, 
and the ehanges of the elements. 
Thus is wisdom treasured up, and 
The 


misconduct of individuals, the 


experience accumulated. 


Miscarriage of nations, and the 
failur preceding generations, 
are made subservient to the ad- 


DY 


vantage of others who are en- 


tering on the stage of time. In 
discovering the causes of their 


misfortunes, we are admonished 
to beware of whatever may have 


lead them to infelicity or perdi- 


= « 








H , 7 } ee — 
‘fon, and bv observine the mc 


| 


thods by which they have ob- 
tained success and prosperity, we 
may, by imitating their axample, 


| obtain the happiness they possess- 


ed, without suffering the pain of 
disappointment, or the labor of 
experiment. 


The lower order of beings seem 
Ther 


are incapable of retaining events 


Not to possess memory. 


which have passed, and of bring- 
ing them up to recollection, to re 
gulate practice. With whatever 
they posses resembling reason, 
they seem to be instinctively en- 
dowed—neither alteration or im- 
provement is ever observed inany 


of their works. 


Memory is conducive to plea- 
It 
has often been remarked, that oc- 


sure as wellas to instruction. 


currences which take place in 
early life, make a livelier impres- 
Sion on the mind, than those 
which evolve in later years ; and 
men are always observed to re- 
collect with distinctness, and to 
dweli with complacency on the 
transactions of their boyish days. 
In youth, we are tree from care— 
unreuffied by distress, and unbrok- 
At that de- 


; ) % a ba a }. 
lightsome age, the agreealle pas- 


en Dy misfortune. 


sions are predominant-——at that 
age, therefore, all objects make 




















THE WEEKLY VISITOR. 


ee ee te eee 


¥ 








a vivid and durable impression on | forgotten. ‘These scenes we pree 


the mind. The events of this 
period we delight to retain in me- 
mory, when we have bidden 
alieu to its serenity of peace, and 
When we 


are engaged in the busy pursuits 


festivity of pleasure. 


of the world, and particip:te in 
its anxieties and turbulence— 
when we are reduced to the toil 
ef habitual labor for personal sup- 
port, or the sustenance of a fa- 
mily—when we suffer from the 
innumerable vicissitudes which 
are constantly taking place in 
this mutabile and transitory scene 
—from the loss of property, the 
death of friends, or absence from 
our native soil, or when the blast- 
ing hand of time has smitten our 
bodies with imbecility, or dead- 
ened our minds with apathy ; 
then we remount, with inexpres. 
sible joy, to the days of juvenile 
felicity—days, never oppressed 
with the weight of 
damped by the gloom of despon- 
dence, or clouded with the black- 
The school to 


which we went, the tutor who 


sorrow, 


ness of despair. 


instructed our ignorance, and rec-. 


tified our morals ; the associates 
with whom we there reciprocat- 
ed the pleasures of friendship, and 
united in the frolics of thought- 


lessness and innocence. are never 








serve in our hearts through all 
the subsequent periods of life. 
Like asthe Jews in the land of 
captivity wept when they re- 
membered Zion, we also at the 
review of these, are filled with 
melancholy thoughts, in some 
degree pleasivg emotions, andcsn 
make an exclamation similar to 
that they made of Jerusalem, * If 
ever I forget thee, may my right 
hand forget her cunning.’ Sir 
Edward Coke seems anxious to 
rank Cambridge among the cities 
of Britain with less accuracy of 
judgment than he usually exer- 
cised, being swayed by che “ re. 
membrance of his love and duty 
almee matri academiz cants. 


. . bh) 
briegize. 


Memory is susceptible of pain 
as well as pleasure. He who has 
passed his life in the languor of 
idleness, in the frivolities of 
amusement, or in the riots of dix 
sipation, has treasured ap sources 
of most excrueiating reflexion. 
Time is forever on the wing, it: 
flight is rapid end ineessant - 
when it has once gone, it has i:- 
recallibly departed. Whoever ms- 
employs it, must unavoidably sul: 
fer the crnelest anguish, It bh 


comes all then who weuld tek: 
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to leada life of virtue, We should 
endeavour to curb every vitiated 
propensity, subjugate every unru- 
ly appetite, and subdue every un- 
The indol- 


gence of these are necessarily fol- 


hallowed passion. 


lowed with misery or rnin—they 
lead tothe shades of adversity, 
He 


' *e e ct 
who spends hisdays in excess 0! 


and horrors of distraction. 


e€arnes’ noes and supreme solicitude 
in weguisition of riches, ia 
the gratification of sensual plea- 
sures, Or in grasping at eminence 
of popularity, or distinction of 
honours, must inevitably suffer a 
thousand disappointments. At 
best, Joys are rapidly fleeting— 
they will shortiy evanish, and 
leave us in old age—a state af- 
flicted with corporal decrepitude, 
and mental gloom. How melan- 
eholv wall then be the retrospect 
of time, dissipated amidst the 
sweets of luxury, wasted in the 
inactivitv of idleness, or more cri- 
minally employed in the haunts 
of licentiousness. This time is 
irrecoverably lost. Our charac- 
ters ure indeliably stamped with 
the Seal of dishonour, the season of 
reformation is past, and reclama- 
tion is not now to be attained. It 


is not easy for language to de- 


seribe, in terms sufficiently vivid, || 


' 
t 
i 





pleasure in reviewing the past, |! 





this unhappy situation. The next 


, step of this wretched person, is in- 


' 
i 
if 


to the chambers ofdeath. With 
what pains must his memory af- 


flict him, when arrayed before the 


, seat of the immortal judge? With 


his face covered with confusion, 
and his heart smitten with dis- 
may, shall he be banished into the 
“¢ blackness of darkness,” and the 
bitterness of his spirit will be un- 
imaginably aggravated by its in- 


terminable duration, Memory 


will here forever reprobate him 
with every intention of wicked- 
hess, every word of profaneness, 
and every deed of immorality. 
Let every one carefully endeavor 
to ascertain his various duties, 
and act conformably to the dic- 
tates ofan illuminated conscience 
—memory will then delight his 
besom with raptures which shall 
survive the age of time, and en- 
dure in celestial regions with per- 


renial bliss. 
Sytvanus SoMERE. 

New-York, May 8th, 1810. 

A gentleman hearing of the 
death of another—“ I thought,” 
said he toa person in company, 
“ you told me Tom Watson’s fe- 
ver was cone off ?”—<«O yes,” 
replied he, “ but Tom has gone off 


——_ eh, oe 99 
gions with it. 
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VARIETY, 


PID? 


FATAL ACCIDENT. 


Lost, on Sunday last, between 
the hours of eleven and twelve, in 
St. Paul’s Church, (supposed to 
have 
gentleman) a female heart. The 


veen cerried off by a young 


above was very valuable, being 
adorned with many graces, and 
containing jewels of great price, 
particularly one large brilliant of 
Piety, a true gem of the purest 

iter, set round with various 
© ers, such as Good-nature and 

Yability , 
and Cheerfulness ; annexed was 
a gold medal of Prudence, and 


another of Charity : the whole is 


Domestic Economy, 


ornamented with Good Sense, and 
covered wit.) rose-colour Modesty. 
N. B.—There is no pride in it. 
Tue young gentleman is supposed 
to be about twenty-t wo, very gen- 
tecl, had the appearance of being 
If any per- 


gon will give information concern. 


sensible and devout. 


ing him, it will be esteemed a 
particular favor ; or if the gentle 
man-himseilf will appear, and will 
return the heart, or if he has one 
to dispose of, and he is willing to 
make an exchange, he will, upon 


proper explanation, be forgiven, 








and handsomely rewarded.— Enquir® 

or direct for Helena Heartless, Maid- 

en-Lane. 

The following particulars, relative 10 
a transaction which lately took 
plaee on boawd an English Slave 
Ship, will shew to what lengths 
man will cdrry his ambition to- 
wards absolute power, when un 
opposed. That there are men, who, 
regardless of the sacred ties which 
bind. man to man, would sacrifice 
the virtuous principles of Pity and 
Humanity, to the lawless dictates 
of Absolute Tyranny cannot be de- 
nied : yet Ihope, for the honour of 
human nature, they are but few. 
By the feeling female it cannot be 
perused without evident marks of 
uncontroued sympathy; and, I 
trust, there are but few who claim 
a privilege to the honorable epithet 
of manhood, that can withold the 
glistening tear of pity to the suffer- 
ings of an unfortunate fellow-crea- 
ture. [ Ep. 


CRUELTY. 


Roszert Dunn, the unfortunate 
victim, was sent out by one of 
the owners of the ship, and itap- 
peared that the captain had taken 
The 
ship had not left Liverpool more 
than a month, when the deceas- 


an early dislike to him. 
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ed, having spilt some molasses, re- 
ceived five dozen lashes by the 
Captain’s orders. From that time, 
Sept. 1805, till the 31st of March, 
1807, the deceased experienced an 
uninterrupted series of ill-treat- 
tand privation. Every fault, 
gh of the most trivial sort, 
‘visited with the severest 
tisement.—He was suspended 
s together with a chain round 
niddle, and left swinging in 
aorizontal position.—he was 
up by the neck, his toes not 
tc. hing the deck, till he was 
nearly strangled; he was again 
suspended by the legs, with his 
head downwards, his finger ends 
‘resting upon the hatchways, till 


the blood, having overcharged | 


the vessels of the head and brain, 
he became insensible. Again he 
was exposed naked to the wea- 
. ther, and campelled, in the midst 
ofacold rain, to wring out the 
swabs, and was employed to emp- 
ty the tubs in which the slaves 
deposited their filth. On one oc- 
casion, when he had upset one of 
these tubs upon the deck, the 
Captain beat him with a hand. 
sptke, and bruised and lacerated 
his body in a most pitiable way: 
the blood flowed from his head, 
He 


and covered his shoulders. 


hikewise had his head haif shaved, 








omer 


— 





and painted, his body marked 
with colours, ana saspended by 
his wrists, tied at the extreme 
ends of a broomstick. In this 
way he let up the slaves on deok 
His daily al- 
lowance was a pound of yam or 
bread, and three half pints of wa- 
ter, and of course, his body ema- 
tiated, and his flesh and strength 
He was also 


to laugh at him. 


dwindled away. 
beat over the face and eyes with 
the handle of a cat, and these va- 
rious acts ef cruelty and chastise- 
ment repeated almost daily. The 
last act of crueity, however, was 
when the poor wretch was disco- 
vered lying in the place where the 
pigs were kept. He again used 
the handspike, and beat him with 
Ile then 


crawled io the forecastle, where 


it from head to foot, 


he lay with a mat to cover him, 
incapable of moving. He con- 
tinued in that situaticn till he ex- 
pireda few days afterwards. The 
Captain was told of his death, 
and exclaimed, ** D—n his eyes, 
throw him overboard.” ‘The 
Doctor’s description of the body 
was as follows:—The face was 
so swelled, that his eyes could 
not be seen—his head was also 
swelled, and his hair clotted with 
bluod—his breast bone stuck out 


like a wedge-—his back appeared 
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to be humped—his bowels were 
shrunk in—his whole frame ema- 
ciated, and his body covered with 
bruises. 





TOADS. 


In July, 1805, two toads were 
shut up ina small box, and the 
box deposited about two feet be- 
low the surface of the earth, where 
it was closely covered up. In Ju- 
ly, 1806, the toads were taken 
up, examined, and exhibited ali 
the appearance of good health ; 
they were then returned to their 
subterraneous abode, inclosed in 
the box as before. InJuly, 1807, 
they were again taken up and 
examined, and looked as healthy 
and wellas they did when first 
enclosed in their dark dwelling, 
having lived two years apparently 
without either food or air. 





WANTID, ; 
Ix addition to a number already 
employed, six or eight young 
gem’men, to arrange themselves in 


Broadway, upon almost every. 


stoop, or any other accommoda- 
tion that may be assigned them, 
in order to stare out of counte- 
nanceevery well-dressed lady that 
may be disposed to pass that way. 
They must possess the necessary 








qualities ofa blood, and be perfect” 
ly conversant with the lingo of 
the frst-water. 'To such, liberal 
wages will be given. Noneneed 
app'y except professtonal charac- 


ters. Enquire at the Corner. 


N. B. A preferrence will be 
given tothoge who sport a Cock- 
ney, large buttons on each seve, 
and a Cane, with a gold head. 


STRANGE CONFESSION. 


I believe that woman was made 
for man, by him to be at once go- 
verned, nourished, and cherished. 
I believe that woman is the foun- 
tain of youthful joys, and domes. 
tic sweets ; though these joys and 
sweets may be converted into bit- 
terness of pain, by vice, folly and 
imprudence, I believe that there 
are bad women, but at least as 
many bad men in the world ; a 
number of good of both sexes ; 
but by far the greatest part of ei- 
ther, what we call indifferent. I 
believe that women who pretend 
to hate men, are good for little, 
and men who profess to hate wo- 
men, are absolutely good for no- 
thing at alt. I farther believe, 
that man is lord of the creation, 
and that woman is ordained to be 
his counsellor and companion. 
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DUTCH DELICACY. 


The Hollanders keep their 
apartments extremely clean, and 
to prevent their being dirtied by 
the consequences of smoking, sit 
round the room ina circle, and 
he who has occasion to spit, spits 
into his neighbours mouth, who 
passes it on to another, and he to 
a third, until it gets into the 
mouth of the man who sits next 
the door, who passes it out of the 


room, 





A fellow who was just on the 
point of being swung off, asked 
the hangman if he had any mes- 
Sage to send to the place where 
he was gaing. “ D’lltrouble you 
with a line, replied the finisher of 
the law, placing the cord under 
his ear. 

A person attempting to drown 
himself, was prevented by an 
Irishman, who was working near 
the spot, and a second attempt 
was also frustrated, after having 
got into the water. The man, 
determined on Suicide, went be- 
hind the barn door, and hung 
himself, which the Irishman ob- 
serving, thought no more of the 
affair, until a gentleman passing 
that way, asked him how he 





| 
| 
| 
} 


to this shop to be shaved, and his 





could be so inhuman ag not tocut 
him down. “ Inhuman! Och 
botheration, be easy avow,” rep! 
ed the Irishman, “ djdn’t I bring 
him out of the river twice w ich 
he was about drowning himseif, 
and iasm’t he hung himself up 
there to dry 2?” 





HORRID TRANSACTION. 


THE follo ving extraordinary 
circumstance which happened at 
Paris in 1641, taken from B. Dela- 


| pieux’s collection of facts, shews 
the wonderful sagacity of adog. 


In a street called La AM-r'elve, 
there lived a Barber, who, for 
years foliowed the atrocious ; rac- 
ticeof murdering gentlemen who 
went to his shop to be shaved. 
He was in the habit ofasking his 
customers what o’clock it was ; 
and if he perceived that the per- 
son pulled out a gold watch, he 
would request him to sit upon a 
particular chair, for his better ac- 
commodation ; underneath which 
chair there wasa trap-door, which 
led to a subterraneous hole under 
his shop. As soon as he had 


lathered the person, he used to cut. 


his throat and let him slip thro’ 
thetrap-door. A gentleman who 


had a favorite dog went one day 
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dog followed him thither ; the 
barber cut his throat, and he slipt 
through the trap. The dog ran 
home howling all-the way? 
went into the parlor and made 
use Of many gesticulations and 
pulled his mistress by the clothes 
and pointed at the door ; she or- 
dered her servant to drive him out» 
but herepeatediy eame back how- 
ling as before, and continued to 
pull her by the clothes. The 
gentleman not returning at the 
usual hour from thebarber’s shop, 
induced the lady to send her foot- 
man to the shop for him, upon 
which the dog followed him how- 
ling as before; whenever the 
the dog entered the shop ne seized 
the barber by the throat, and with 
difficulty the servant and another 
person disengaged him—he then 
pulled the servant by the clothes 


and smelt at the trap-door, paw-. 


ing and howling most pitifully ; 
this induced the servant to exam- 
ine it, and to his utter astonish- 
ment he discovered the trap, and 
looking down recognized his mas- 
ter lying there with his throat 
cut from ear to ear.—The barber 
was apprehended, confessed the 
fact ; and wa stried and sentenced 
to be broke alive upon the wheel. 








|| finds it approaehing, he wraps 


AN USELESS OPERATION. 

When sir Francis Blake Dela. 
val died, Foote was quite incon. 
solable, and locked himself up for 
two days; onthe third, Jewell 
wasadmitted and told him the 
surgeons were gone to direct his 
head. “The devil they are,’ 
said Foot, “ the devil they are : 
what do they expect to find there : 
I have known him this five- 
and-twenty years, and have never 
found any thing in it yet, 





ABSENCE. 

The Bishop of Soions was as 
remarkable for absence as our Bish- 
op, Burnet, —when once attending 
the levee at court he entered into 
conversation with a gentleman 
whom Le did not know, and 
among other questions asked him, 
if he knew who that fat sow wa, 
that just camein? “Sir,” said 
the lad, “that fat sow is the 
w ife to the Swedish ambassador, 
an' mother of the little pig that 
has the honour of speaking to 


your grace.” 





A CONTRAST. 
There is a whimsical differenc® 
between the custom of America 
and England, when overtaken by 


astorm. When an Englishmax 
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himseff in his outer coat, and 


creeps undera tree, The Ameri- 


can on the contrary runs into the | 


middle ofa field and strips himself 
stark naked and seats himself on 
his clothes, until the rain ceases. 





A CASUISTICAL DIVISION. 
Three gentlemen being to sup 
at a tavern, one of them wished 
patridges; a brace were brought, 
and he who had ordered them 
was requested to divide them ; 
which he accordingly did, by ta- 
king one on his own plate, and 
leaving the other for his friends. 
“¢ Stop,” cried one of them, “ this 
is unequal division !”—* Not so, 
replied he, “there is one for you 
two, and one for me too,” 





A NEVER FAILING RECEIPE. 

A young clergyman having bu- 
ried three wives, a lady asked him 
how he happened to be so lucky ? 
Madam, ieplied he, { knew they 
could not live without coniradic- 
tion, so I let all of them have their 
own way. 





A foolish stage-struck youth 
ran away from his friends, and 
got among a most low and 
miserable set of strollers. <A rela- 
tion, after a time, discovered him 


just as he was going on the stage 
: ; 








in King Richard, asked him if he 
could not afford to buy a better 
pair of shoes, as he was now @ 
king. The actor looking at his 
toes, which were staring him full 
in the face, without losing his 
vivacity, cried out, “ Shoes, O 
demme, shoes are things we kings 
don’t stand upon. 


SORES OTE HEHE THE SHOE® 
SESS SE HEE T SHE HEE EES 


MARRIED, 

On Saturday evening last, by the 
rev. Mr. Bartow, Capt. Benjamin 
Hunt, of East Chester, to Miss nn 
Doughty, of this city. 


On Saturday evening last, by the 
rev. John Williams, Mr. Henry 
Suith, te Miss Henrietta Gattey, 
daughter of Mr. Henry Gaticy, Ma- 


thematical Instrument maker. 


At Athens, Capt. Tames Foster, to 
Miss Ann Colson. 


DIED, 
Mt Baltimore, on the 6th inst. Miss 
Eugiemia White, of Westchester. 


Mt Elizabethtown, Afrs. Rachel 


Freeman. 


At Montreal, Dr. Charles Blake, 
a descendant of the celebrated Admi- 
ral Blake. 


At Albany, Thomas Owen, 
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THE TRAVELLER. 


HE North-wind blew its coldest 
blast 


O’er the fair woodland dale, 
The storms of hail and rain beat fast, 


Ard gloomy was the vale. 


Thetraveller now did onward roam, 
Prepares the storm to face, 


Thought on his wife, and much-lov’d 
home, 


And children’s dear embrace. 


* And Oh! my best belov’d,’ he said, 
“* My dear and tender wife, 

Oft hast thou watch’d o’er my sick bed, 
Se'e partner of my life. 


Should I escape these dire alarms 
That now around me rage, . 

Hew would I clasp thee to my arms, 
And all my griefs assuage. 


And you, dear pledges of my love, 
With fond endearing smiles, 

Your innocence is like the dove, 
Unhurt by fatal wiles. 


How will your little hearts rejoice, 
Your much-lov'd siré to see ; 

How wil you stsrt up at my voice, 
And cling around my knee,” 


In vain deep sighs escap’d his breast, 





As onward still he went, 





In vainhe thus his thoughts express'd, 


His heart with grief was rent. 


The thunder rell’d loud o’er his head, 
With many an awful peal, 

His soul was fili’d with sacred dread, 
He trembled in the gale, 


Then bursting through the shades of 
night, 
The vivid lightning came, 
His blood was chill’d with wild af- 
fright, 
He saw, and felt the flame. 


His falt’ring knees support denied, 
And searce uphold their load ; 

He hears far off the swelling tide, 
Nor knew trom whence it flow’d.,. 


Near and more the torrent rush’d, 
Tumultuous roar’d the wave, | 

But soon, alas ! his voice was hush’d— 
He found a wat’ry grave. 


No kindred tongue to bid farewell, 
Or mourn his hapless woes ; 
No deeply-sounding funeral knel! 
-Proclaims life’s awful close. 


DERMOT O'CONNOR. 


O™ yon tombin the valley, why 


waves the green willow ? 
What maiden weeps there by the 
moon's paly beam ? 
Tis young Dermct O'Connor, the cold 


earth his pillow, 
That sleeps by the side of the mur- 


muring stream, 


Six lang twelve-months are over, since 
eager for honour, 


am Ra sash 
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In Britain’s proud navy he rush’dto 
the war, 
And high ’mongst the heroes stood 
Dermot O’Connor, 
That fought and that conguer'd at 
fam’d Trafalgar. 


But to his lov’d home with the laurels 
returning, 
Which he gain‘d in the battle ‘gaias* 
Britain’s proud foe, 
He heard the false tale, that his long 
abseace mourning, 
In death‘s celd embrace his Ellen lay 
low. 


As o’er the lone desert the blue light- 
ning gleaming, 
Transfixes a pilgrim that wanders 
the waste ; 
Or as the poor traveller, of death iit- 
tle dreaming, 
Is streteh’d on the dust by the Sa- 
miel’s hot blast, 


So struck was poor Dermot to hear the 
sad story, 
Pale, pale was his cheek as wild 
mountain snow, 
And dim was that eye that in combat 
fer glory, 
"Midst the cannon’s loud thunder 
flash’d fire on the foe. 


Urg’d on by Despair, to the wild foam- 


ing ocean ‘ 
He rush’d, and found rest ‘neath its 
billowy wave. 
Now oft strays his Ellen, with painfal 
emotion, 
Where the willowy waves mournfu! 
wash his lone grave 








EPITAPH. 


ENEATE this sod, serenely sleep: 
a maid, 


Pale sorrow’s victim—melancholy's 
child, 
In early youth by friends, by hope be- 
tray‘d, 
Deceiv‘d by those who at her mise- 
ries smild, 


No more, poor maid, thou'lt shed the 
unpitied tear, 
No more thou‘lt heave the agoniz- 
ing vigh, 
No more shait thou unkind repruaches 
hear, 
No more from anguish vainly hope 
to fly. 


Thy heart, poor maid, was of the soft- 
est kind, , 
With sympathy—with pity, oft 
would beat. 
The wrongs, the woes, which wrung 
thy tortur‘d mince, 
Shal! be remember‘d at high mercy‘s 
seat. 


Sleep on, poor maid ! thy suff’rings now 
are oer, 
And each sad sorrow lull‘d in peace- 
ful rest + 
Sleep on, poor maid, thy foes shall sleep 
no more, 
Remorse and fear shall haunt each 
guilty breast. 


——=ai ae 
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